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It is Mother, however, who meets with the oddest adventures travelling.   One  day last summer I saw her off in the Scotch Express from Euston, comfortably seated in a corner with books and papers, expecting she would have a nice quiet day. The occupant of the other corner was a Russian lady, and the friend who saw her off asked Mother if she would see she had lunch all right, for she knew no English.   This Mother readily promised, and the train started.   Mother tried once or twice to speak to the creature, but, receiving only grunts in reply, began a book.   She hadn't read the first chapter when the old gentleman opposite said  sternly, " Your friend is fainting/' and turning, Mother was just in time to catch the Russian as she slid to the floor.   She wrestled with her for an hour, reviving her with smelling-salts, and making her comfortable with her air-cushion and rug, distracted all the time by the yelling of young infants somewhere near. As soon as she could leave her she went to see what was wrong, and found twin-babies making day hideous with their din, while their poor mother lay stretched on  a  seat, too ill   to cope with them.
She was a missionary's wife, it turned out, on her way home, with no nurse and muck malaria,